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soon litter . . . Misery good-bye . . . Haul away there, haul away,
OP

As I left, I thought I saw a fugitive gleam in the glittering eyes that
seemed to betoken derangement: it was like the sudden flash of a
swerving mirror. But his glance went off into space. Night was
approaching. The mysterious island had vanished away in the
distance and its trees drifted downstream on the slow waters of the
river.

The next day but one, early, someone rang my bell. 'You know
the old sailor, that Mathurin who ran errands?'

I had barely said yes before I was dragged to the hospital. In
the garden, lunatics sang. It was the crown of Springtide. My
guide was sparing of words. He cared nothing for men.

'It won't take long,5 he went on repeating. Outside the operating
annexe, there hovered a smell of ether that was stronger even than
that of the compost-heaps turned since the last shower. Nurses with
white caps, unseeing, watched us pass. It was as though you were in
a land where people could no longer see each other, where the people
one passed belonged to a different species whose glance passed unseeing
by. Nor could the lunatics see us better and two greybeards who sat
on a bench, in a shower of sunlight, turned grey lidless eyes to us
that revealed white pupils.

Having passed through the gardens, we saw a small house with
shut windows backing on the cemetery wall. My guide pushed open
the black door and I went in after him, A dim bulb gave light to
the room. There were three laid out on the big, barely sloping slab,
from which slid runnels of water.

' Undo 70.'

Swathed in white from head to foot they looked like mysterious
chrysalids. I gazed till I all but fell on them. But hands had
already pulled up the shroud over No. yo's face.

'Is that him?5

'That's him.'

I had only seen Mathurin's face for a few seconds again. They
had found him dead the morning before, by the bridge. And I
had barely had time to recognize him before the attendant covered
him up. It was as though that oblong form had that moment
dropped into the water with his No. 70 tied to his feet, like the
round-shot of the sailor consigned to the sea. His face, of which
I had caught but a glimpse, sank into depths from which nothing
ever re-arises. He had appeared to me, for the last time, sculptured
in a substance other than that of which live men are made, that
looked as imperishable as that of statues, but which, nevertheless,
would dissolve in the minute processes of the pit, that aE the dead
share.